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but the lonely hermit of the Cotswolds has to
be discreet!."

I am decidedly puzzled. The only clear
Is that Chris is extraordinarily well and lively*
He is writing something, but I don't know what
And he is inclined to be philanthropic. There
are mysterious classes of sheepish farm-boys
twice a week. They carve things; and on
Sunday there's a sort of Nature-study afiair.
Chris isn't communicative. He thinks It would
bore me, and I suspect he is not far wrong.